
The Tragedie 
Tar. A bpone (my foueraigne) for my ferulce’done, 
Kin. I praythee peace, try fouleisfullof forrow. * 

■ 1 will,not rife vnlefleyour highneftc graunt. 

^ Kin. Then fpeake at once ,wbat is it thou demaundft.* 
The forfeit (foueraigne)of my feruants'life, 

WhoHeyv todaya ryotous gentleman. 

Lately attendant on the Duke, of NorfFolke. 

Km. Haue I a tongue to doomc my brothers death, 

. And (ball the fame giue pardon to a flaue ! 

My brother Hew no man jhisfault was thought, 

And yet his pumi^ment was cruel!. death. 

Who fued to mefor him, 7 , who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete, and badtpc be adutfde? 

Who fpakc of brotherhood ! who ofJouel 
Who told me how the poore foule did forfakc 
The mightie Warwicke,and did fight for me f 
Who told me in the field by Teuxburie, 

When Oxford had me downe,he refeued me, 

And faid,deare brother, liueand be a king i 
Who told me when we both lay ip the fit. Id, 

Frozen almoft to death, how he did lappe me, 

Euen in his owne garmcnts,and gauc himfelfe 
All . thin and naked to the numb cold nighty 
All this from my remembrance brutilh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt^and not a mm of you 
Had fo much grace to putit in my minde. 

But when your carters ,or your, weighting vaflailes 
Haue done a drunken flaughtcr,and defafte 
ThepreciousImageofowdeareJ^edeemer;,.; ‘ :A ;kV 
You ftraightarepn your knees.^r patdon^rdon, : 
And Ivniuftly too,muft grauot U at? 

But for my brother,not amaft wouldfpeake, bbw • 

Nor I (vhgracious) - mb r!C> 

For him,poorefoule : The pmudeftofyo^fcljv, 

Haue bene beholding to him in bis life,. 

Yet noneofyou would once pleadfothis 
Oh Godjfearetby iuftice will take holde 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this. v — 

Come Haftings,hclpe me to roy clofet, oh poore Clarence. 

Glo, 


©f Richard the third. 
tf/a.This is the finite of rawnes : markt yoti not 
How that the guiltie kindred of the Queene, 

Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death. 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt, 

Enter dutches of York* with Clarence children . 

Boy. Tell me good Granam, is our father dead? 
D«r.Noboy. (breaft^ 

Hoy. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
And crie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

Girle. Why do you looke on vs and fhakc your head£ 
And call vs wi etches, Orphanes, caftawayes, 

If that our noble father be aliucS 
‘But. My prettie Cofens, you miftakc me much, 

Ido lament the fickncfte of the King : 

As loath to loofe him, not your fathers death: 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this • 

God will rc-uenge it, whom I will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effeft. 

But. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and (hallow innocents, 

You cannot gefle who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, wc can : for my good V »cle Gloceftcr 
Told me, the King prouoked by the Queene, 

Deuif’d impeachments to imprifon him : 

And when he fold me fo he wept, 

And hugd me in his arme, and kindly kift mychecke, 

And bad me relie on him a s on my father. 

And he wold loue me dearely as his childe. 

But. Oh that deceit ftiould ftealc fuch gentle fhapcsj ; 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guije. 

He is my fonne, yea, and therein my ftiamc : 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

"Boy. Thinke you my Vncle did diltcmble, Granam? 
But. I Boy. 

Boj\ cannot thitnke it, harke, what noife is this# 

E Enter 


